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PROLOGUE 

There is a hall of splendour veiled around 

With goss'mer webs whose filmy silken gleam 
Reflects the pale mysterious light and sound 

We wander in, through labyrinth of dream. 
Tis in (his dream-lit hall beyond earth's eyes, 

I meet the soul of him, my soul hath sought, 
Through countless aeons : there the arras flies 

Asunder, and its perfumed folds overwrought 
With pearl and rose and jewelled bird and tree, 

And purple lilies bending on their stalk 
Hang straightly there : and through its mesh I see 

My soul's own love, with him in dreams I walk ; 
And though the mists oft shut him from my sight, 

My soul to his yet wends its dreaming flight. 
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HIS BELOVED MAKETH PLAINT 

I 

O THOU who dwell'st afar, my star of life, 

Lean thou and let thy ever pitying eyes, 
Fall on this one o'er bruised by earth's dread strife, 

Who at thy feet bespent and weary lies. 
O bend again to earth, and lift me up, 

And lay my tired head upon thy breast ; 
Where lips long parched shall drink th 1 ethereal cup 

Of purple love, and soul shall be at rest : 
Ah, guide me once again on upward path, 

Soul of my soul, most dear and only love ; 
Enfold me round in thy protecting heart 

As 'neath the sheltering wings of brooding dove, 
Who shuts within her downy, hidden nest, 

The tired bird which fain would be at rest 
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II 

I stand without the door, and ever cry 

That thou who art so far removed from view, 
Wilt draw my soul again to thee on high 

This one sad prayer I ever plead anew : 
For oft I lose thee, Love, in vague black night 

Which falls in heavy folds, a formless screen, 
To shut thy pitying face from out my sight 

The while it gleams, and fades, and faints between. 
Ah, leave me not, Beloved, nor forsake, 

To toil alone upon the barren way 
O'er which my stumbling feet do yearn and ache, 

And strive to reach thee, through this twilight grey : 
As ship is lost within a mistral flow 

So loosed from thee my soul unbelmed doth go. 
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III 



I've wept so long outside of love's shut gate ; 
I've strained mine eyes to see that garden fair ; 
I've splashed with tears, the portals where I wait ; 
And longing hands have stretched for flowers there. 
I've beat with frenzied cry upon each bar, 
And moaned and wept in throes of wasting pain : 
Hast thou not heard my tears, O soul afar 
Hath all my vigil, then, been spent in vain ? 
Thou only art the lord of my sad soul, 
Bereft of thee, through life I shudd'ring go, 
Through darkness groping, searching for that goal 
Where thou art sheltered ; forth thy searchlight throw, 
Beloved Love, canst thou my soul not see 
O hark, I call ; turn thou, turn thou the key ! 
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HE REPLIES 
IV 

Ah tender one, I hear thy suppliant voice, 

And swift I speed with winged feet to thee ; 
Now slay thy fear, with laughing heart rejoice. 

For perfect love from fear is ever free. 
O thinkest thou, Beloved, I could bear 

To shut thee from my ever longing sight ? 
Nay then mine eyes could find no gem more fair ; 

I would but shut from out my life its light. 
Heart of my heart, to whom my love doth leap 

In torrid flame as wafted from that zone : 
As deep doth call, and flows again to deep, 

My soul to thee hath ever yearned and flown 
O eyes and lips, I draw thee, from afar, 

Fair satellite of my full orbed star. 
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Love, upon thy lips my lips would cling, 
And closer grow not knowing when to part : 

For o'er my soul a glamour thou dost fling, 
Thy being floods each crevice of my heart. 

Thy tender face so softly turned to me, 
A fragile flower sways upon the wind : 

As Narcisse bent o'er lake, I bend to thee, 
My own glad soul, within thy soul, to find. 

1 long to touch each tress o'erwrought with gold, 
To raise to mine thy heavy lidded eyes, 

Mirrored within their depths I then behold 
Mine image, which in drowned gladness lies ; 

These silent lakes of joy, serene and blue, 
Upfill with love, and all their springs renew. 
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VI 



Long have I seen thy name, Beloved one, 

In fiery letters traced in Love's great book, 
In hieroglyphs which far outblaze tne sun ; 

When written there, the world with rapture shook. 
All nature reeled, and forth in ravished song 

Flung out that word from end to end of earth : 
Then caught up by a vast celestial throng, 

They pealed the hour of thy resplendent birth. 
Long have I waited, Love, for thy soft call, 

For my glad name was linked and wrought with thine, 
And held my happy soul in love's own thrall 

As kissing flames the burning embers twine. 
As king, for the anointing oil doth bend, 

Thy love for me doth crowning glory lend. 
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VII 

Hast thou, beloved one, then never heard 

The soft, sweet note of gentle cooing dove 
Or tender song of am'rous wooing bird 

Who carols forth his heart's exultant love — 
And calls, and cries unto his waiting mate 

With note o'erladen by a wondrous joy ? 
'Tis thus my soul for thy glad soul doth wait, 

Nor laggard time my welcome shall destroy. 
I call and cry to thee, O waiting Love : 

I pour my love to thee in mighty stream : 
I draw thy soul to regions far above, 

And meet and hold thee in each shadowy dream. 
O mourning dove, who doth forever wait, 

Turn thou thine eyes, and greet thy coming mate. 
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VIII 

With sad sweet eyes all glazed and dulled with pain, 

With wings down dropt and colours tarnish'd grown 
The weary dove, her heart within her slain, 

Bereft of her dear love doth make her moan. 
The naming Sun may shine with lustre bright, 

The limpid breeze may lilt its sweetest song, 
And swallows pass in upward rushing flight, 

But sorrow only, doth to her belong. 
Bereft of love, her heart with anguish cleft, 

The mourning dove forever dwells alone : 
Of all her joy, no faintest gleam is left, 

For grief hath claimed and marked her for his own. 
So thou, Beloved, walk in grief apart, 

Usurping anguish throned in thy heart. 
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IX 

And thou art like a rare and precious flower 

Upspringing in the garden of the world, 
Wind tossed and driven : in no sheltering bow'r, 

But bruised and broken, and on tempest hurled ; 
The faint sweet odours of thy white soul rise 

Like incense on the vibrant pulsing air, 
And fling themselves abroad within the skies, 

Till heav'n itself doth even seem more fair. 
The pale sweet radiance of thy starry crown 

Is yet too subtle and for earth too bright : 
As when vibrations streaming thickly down 

Fall on each earthly eye like shades of night 
O fragile ftawV by rain and storm o'erprest, 

I soon shall cull and wear thee on my breast. 
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How wilt thou greet me, Love, beloved one, 

When I reveal my longing soul to thee ? 
As dawn with vivid blush doth greet the sun, 

As laughing river flows to waiting sea ? 
Or wilt thou come like glad and happy bride, 

Thine eyes o'erfilled with Love's celestial flame : 
And on thy cheeks and brow a glowing tide 

Of Love's own rapture, rosy tipped with shame ? 
As sombre night cries out for radiant day, 

As leaping sea doth clasp receding shore ; 
My soul to thine shall hasten on its way, 

And to his kingdom shall the king restore. 
Thy heart's glad realm its sovereign shall proclaim ; 

He chosen once, eternal is the same. 
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XI 



If I should lose thee, Love, yet once again, 

But ah, the very thought doth work such woe : 
Nor death, nor hell could parallel that pain, 

As only one shut out from Love can know. 
Then place thy hand in mine, and lift thine eyes, 

Forgotten all the pain in joy like this : 
Tis now my soul doth enter paradise, 

And float, and dream on waves of new found bliss. 
More precious far than perfumed incense rare, 

Or gem, or pearl, or treasure of the deep, 
Is thy white soul, serene and strong and fair, 

Where purity with folded wings doth sleep : 
More precious far than rubies, Love, thou art 

A breath of God, of His own smile a part. 



14 LOVE VICTORIOUS 



XII 

Ever I lean and listen for thy voice 

And when I hear its tender melody 
My tranced soul within me doth rejoice, 

And all my being flows in waves to thee : 
And wave on wave of love doth round thee flow, 

As distant shore is clasped by laving sea : 
Till thy white soul with rosy flame doth glow, 

And sends its freight of love again to me. 
And when thou call'st my name with glad sweet note, , 

Thy words like stars of opal-tinted hue, 
Upon the vibrant air, then upward float 

To pierce the pale and calm translucent blue : 
Turkis and amber, sapphire, beryl, gold, 

Shaming the stars the walls of heaven hold. 
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XIII 

O fair, sweet Love, with tender wooing eyes, 

That heavy veil which falls 'tween thee and me ; 
Like sombre cloud upon the evening skies, 

By mine own hand full soon shall lifted be : 
As orbed Sun in majesty most bright, 

Is swift revealed when clouds are swept aside ; 
So shall I stand revealed in manhood's might, 

When through the veil of earth-bound sight I glide. 
Beloved one, I stand within the veil ; 

And listen for thy words which upward fly : 
Yea, almost thou might'st see a vision pale, 

Which toucheth thee and slowly passeth by : 
And in thy presence oft I walk unseen, 

Striving to rend the cloud which falls between. 
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XIV 

There is a thought of God, the opal rare, 

Translucent, pure, of marvellous beauty bright : 
With that fair stone I would my love compare, 

A shimm'ring ray of soft imprisoned light : 
For deep within the heart of this bright gem, 

A steadfast flame and milky light doth glow : 
A subtle glory too enfoldeth them, 

Such glory as no other gem doth know. 
And there commingled twain in one they burn, 

Enrubied flame, and tender pallid light : 
And each to each with pulsing movements turn, 

Till fused again in swift prismatic flight. 
Beloved, thus my soul enfoldeth thine, 

And thy pure love doth ever flame in mine. 
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XV 

The far faint mystery of that dual birth, 

When flame caught flame, then paled in white 
desire : 
When locked in first embrace, deep in the earth, 

The smould'ring essence burst in glowing fire — 
Is only known to Him who sent His breath 

To them afar, on wings of quivering flame, 
And waked them from their deep and slumbrous 
death 

One blazing jewel circling heart of twain. 
So in my heart dost thou in radiance sit : 

And bands of dear delight enfold thee round, 
In thousand varied forms and hues they flit, 

Till all thy fainting soul with love is crowned : 
And starry shafts of light upleaping go, 

That heav'n and earth our god-like love may know. 

B 
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XVI 

Again my love is like a shoreless sea 

Which ever leaps and flows in sad unrest : 
And ever longs to softly cradle thee, 

Like ship upon its gently moving breast, 
Who with the balmy breeze of summer day, 

Is wafted on, her fair white sails outspread : 
I'd speed thee thus upon thy homeward way, 

Through voiceless regions where my soul hath 
sped. 
Wert thou a pearl, and all the earth a sea 

Which hid thee deep and lapped thee close 
around : 
As vast as this is my great love for thee, 

As strong and pure, as deep and as profound. 
Beloved one, a prisoned gem thou art, 

Of thy twin soul's own soul, a riven part. 
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XVII 

As circling sphere from ever circling sphere 

By hostile force is widely held apart : 
Or through the radiant path of ether clear, 

With fearful havoc, each to each would dart, 
And meet and clasp with sudden vital crash, 

To fall consumed, in their intense desire : 
With Titan laughter each to each would dash, 

Then burst asunder, in that rain of fire : 
So thou and I by giant hand repelled, 

Have ever on, in self-same orbit swung, 
By hostile forces thrust apart and held 

The mighty traction, still hath ever clung 
Which drew my soul to thine, in primal birth, 

Then hurled me from thee, through long years of 
earth. 
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XVIII 

Asunder torn by veil of death and night, 

Long have I wandered ever seeking thee : 
And thou, O Love, who wast my only light, 

Doth follow now as sadly after me : 
But not within this veil of darkness lies 

That path which leads to godhood and to rest : 
'Tis where thy soaring soul mounts up and flies, 

And circling high, is ever onward prest. 
Since first our dual name leaped into birth, 

A silver thread both subtle, strong, and fine, 
Hath linked us twain through cycles of the earth 

And bound us close, and made thee only mine. 
Whom God hath joined, again shall linked be, 

Though Death and Sorrow hold thee now from me. 
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XIX 

There is a vat in which our souls are thrown, 

As grapes are flung within the vintage press : 
Luscious and ripe, the fairest clusters grown 

'Neath bruising flail their purple life express. 
Their violet blood in purple stream o'erflows 

'Neath crushing weight of iron pressing hand, 
The vital flood of sun-kissed fruit which glows 

Like amethystine gems on em'rald band. 
And all which is of dross, or grosser weight 

Divided is from that ethereal wine, 
Till forth it flows in perfumed royal state 

Divinely pure, the spirit of the vine. 
Thus souls which grow 'midst heavy storm and strife, 

The sweetest essence yields 'neath flail of life. 
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XX 

Within this bubbling vat men call the world, 

From parent vine, the clustered souls which fell, 
To test their strength and purity are hurled 

In purple wine to flow, or bittered gall. 
Divided from the gross and stained shell, 

Which folded all the jewelled soul within, 
Divinest essence pure shall upward well, 

When freed by pain from breath and blight of sin. 
Then in the cup of God's own hand shall flow 

A wondrous draught of amber purpling light : 
The spirit of the vine through process slow, 

Returned to Him from Whom it took its flight. 
Thus through the press of pain and sorrow driven, 

Thy soul and mine have long from each been 
riv'n. 
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XXI 

O lift thy lips to mine, fair heart and dear, 

And let me cling to thee with hush of breath : 
As those do cling to earth who dread to hear 

The sombre tread of heavy-footed death. 
O let me cling to thee as day to sun : 

As dew to flower in the early day : 
As night to morrow when the day is done : . 

As birdling flies to nest in twilight grey. 
Mirrored within thy soul as thou in mine, 

And deep within the haven of thy heart, 
Eternally I dwell, my heart in thine, 

As calyx of the blossom is a part. 
Secure and strong, the bond my love doth make 

No mailed force its welded links can break. 
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XXII 

Beloved, thinkest thou, beyond Death's bourne 

The heart with laughter nevermore will leap ; 
Dost think with Death, each new-born soul is shorn 

Of happiness and love is lulled to sleep ? 
Dost think no greater joy can enter in, 

Than those pale dreams we call on earth delight ? 
Nay then, as torch of Truth o'ertops dark sin, 

Or rosy morn outshines the murky night : 
As crimson rose outvies each modest flower : 

As diamond doth outshine the agate dull : 
As pain doth drag and weight each leaden hour, 

And grief doth make each golden glory null, 
So doth each joy, in this our new-found birth, 

0*ertop, outshine, and dim each ioy of earth. 



LOVE VICTORIOUS 25 



XXIII 

Hast ever seen a bright unflick'ring flame 

Which glows and burns with strong unchanging light, 
And dims the eyes with swift and shrinking pain, 

And darkens all surrounding things like night ? 
'Tis thus when here each flaming soul doth shine, 

And glow like pillared wonders all unknown : 
Tis thus thy soul shall glow and fuse in mine, 

When from thine earthly temple thou hast flown. 
And all the stars of heaven shine and sing, 

And all the vast out-flowing worlds and spheres, 
Majestic hymns with note sonorous ring : 

Nor weary grow in ceaseless round of years. 
Each point of Universe and space above 

Is one vast song, for God Himself is love. 
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XXIV 

The mighty sculptor who enformed the earth, 

Breathed potent life into the sodden clay : 
In pregnant womb to smoulder, till in birth 

It burst in flame and unresisting sway. 
That prisoned spark divine, to might was born 

As man is born in throes of anguish deep, 
With travail sore each pregnant womb is torn ; 

The infant forth with cry of pain doth leap. 
Perchance the child doth never see the light, 

Or with mis-shapen limbs doth halting go : 
E'en so the spark divine, doth take its flight ; — 

If maimed at birth, its way is long and slow. 
But when the fire bursts forth in lambent flame, 

Triumphant Love, its crown of might will claim. 
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XXV 

Thou Rose of Rapture, purple-veined with love, 

The odours of thy soul when wafted up, 
To those who lean and listen from above 

Are gathered all in chaliced golden cup : 
And flung afar on floating ambient air, 

To fall again in opalescent show'r — 
To fringe the veil of night with jewels rare, 

'Tween dusk and dawn in mystic midnight hour. 
In opal, azure, sapphire, amber gleam 

And topaz, ruby, violet, meteors bright, 
They fall to earth in scintillating stream 

And scatter far the empire of the night : 
For know'st thou, Love, each heav'n-born thought on 
earth, 

To each new star in heaven doth e'en give birth. 
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XXVI 

And all these starry thoughts vibrate afar, 

And shine and twinkle as in mirthful game : 
While thought is drawn to thought and star to star. 

In one bright, strong, translucent glowing flame. 
Then pulsing with electric fiery light, 

This glowing mass is hurled abroad in space ; 
Hurtling below and circling in its flight, 

Touched with the glory of Is vara' s face. 
Thus guided by His hand it floats afar, 

And sinks to rest within the cosmic world 
A flaming, vibrant, pulsing, glowing star, 

With mighty throes, by mighty forces hurled. 
And when from base to base old earth is torn, 

A fair new earth of love will then be born. 
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XXVII 

Ah, Love, when that earth star where thou dost dwell 

Revolving now, doth cease its airy flight : 
Then all the circling spheres with sudden queU 

Shall sink to sleep in vast, stupendous night ; 
Till once again the great and indrawn breath 

Breathes forth from Him in vital living ray, 
As armed hosts to burst on shuddering Death, 

And crush him 'neath the heel of new-born day : 
But shrink not, for this night of life lies far 

Through tortuous paths no human eye can trace ; 
And waves of time shall break e'er new earth star 

Glowing with light, is hurled again in space. 
'Tis thus shall spring to life a fair new earth, 

In vast convulsive throes and pangs of birth. 
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XXVIII 

Dear Love, afar o'er thy white soul I brood 

With greater love than tongue or speech can say: 
Or oft with step which suits thy quiet mood, 

In silence at thy side I wend my way : 
And from thy soul to mine in flashing light, 

Flows forth thy thought in bright prismatic wave. 
Tis thus my words, were I revealed to sight, 

Would flow to thee and thy white feet would lave. 
Around my form this rainbow from thy soul 

I girdle fast : and fling with lavish hand 
The varied hues, which fall like priestly stole 

In many folds, with love embroidered band. 
'Tis thus I learn the love thou bearest me, 

And thus in turn I waft my love to thee. 
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XXIX 

How oft I falter o'er each long-sought word 

Which fain would flow in soft tumultuous rush : 
As liquid notes of newly uncaged bird 

In pearly stream of joy would upward gush ; 
And beat, and fall, and quiver through the air, 

As once again with free swift wing he sped 
To waiting mate, with her his joy to share, 

Each throbbing fear and choking terror fled. 
And I, who fain would pour to thee such tide 

Of golden liquid notes, and longing love : 
And fly with ardent wing to thy far side, 

(O brooding mate, and tender mourning dove) 
Must crush, and maim, and halter all the song 

Which through the portals of my lips would throng. 
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I would, beloved, I might sing to thee 

Glad words of love, wing-tipped with pale white fire. 
Not ruddy with the grossness that we see 

But tempered to white heat of white desire. 
The grape's soft bloom when nestling cheek to cheek 

The pulse which throbs, between each clinging lip, 
That unknown goal our spirits ever seek 

Is fairer far than gross delights we sip. 
Beloved thus, I would my words upreared 

Their stately forms, overwrought with passion white 
Untinged with lust, unsmirched and unbesmeared 

All sanctified and flaming in thy sight 
A diadem of love, my songs shall be 

A seal upon thy brow upturned to me. 
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Hast ever heard the brook which softly creeps : 

Or leaned and listened to the restless flow 
Of babbling stream, as silver-lipped it leaps 

From rock to rock, and lilting falls below ? 
Hast ever heard the wind within the trees, 

Whose em'rald tops now quiver 'gainst the sky ; 
Each fluttering breath doth kiss the trembling leaves, 

Then passes on and upward with a sigh ? 
All nature seems to whisper one soft word 

In mystic tones for ears attuned to hear : 
Tis known to every plant and browsing herd : 

And tinkles from the bell of drowsy steer. 
O Love, it is the heart of Nature's song, 

The pulse which moves both earth and heav'n along. 
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With sweet sonorous note each day outflung 

As on thy star, it is with us above : 
Through universal space 'tis ever sung 

This wondrous great triumphant song of love. 
Nor weary grow the lips which ever sing 

Their paean to its source Divine and Great : 
As flowers in their daily whispering, 

Their matins chaunt, and all their bounties state. 
Beloved, I would hear thy words once more ; 

The sweet assurance of thy love for me : 
On quiv'ring wings of light they upward soar, 

As all my being falls in song to thee : 
Could sun, and moon, and stars dissolve in sound, 

With vibrant love I'd clothe thy soul around. 
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Thou sceptred one, who ever dweil'st in light, 

I wait the bright effulgence of thy sun, 
Like parch&d grass in sultry sterile night ; 

Like drooping flower when the day is done : 
As lily cup o'erfilled with cooling rain, 

Doth lift her face unto the flame of day, 
So shall I lift my lips, nor shall restrain 

That cup of joy, when gathered by thy ray. 
The time is long, O Heart, and full of grief, 

Since thou and I in happy union dwelt. 
And naught of earth hath ever giv*n relief 

To sorrow's sting, which all my soul hath felt, 
When on thy name I called, and called with tears, 

And knew thee 'trenched from sight by cruellest 
years. 
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Beloved one, hast ever known the pain 

Of tears which fall for ever in the heart : 
And drip, and drip, and drip as winter rain 

Which smites, and stings and wounds like splintered 
dart? 
Or know'st thou of that subtle strange device 

By which the felon, guilt's sad burden bore ? 
In steady flow, the tears of melting ice 

Upon his brow, down fell like molten ore. 
'Tis thus the tears within my heart have dripped 

In ceaseless flow, and cut deep channels there : 
As with slow lagging step the years o'er slipped 

With jeering laugh ; and bound my brow with care 
But ah, the pain will all forgotten be 

When once again thy love encircles me. 



LOVE VICTORIOUS 39 

HE REPLIES 
XXXV 

Nay then I cannot wait to hear thy words 

For very joy to know thou Wst me so : 
My deep impassioned songs, like rushing herds 

By flames on swept, will barren wastes o'erflow : 
And there with warm sweet breath, and hurtling tread 

My love shall sweep thee on to lake of wine, 
Where all thy thirst shall cease, thy terrors fled, 

And tears of joy shall mingled be with mine. 
Ah, would that I could grave each thought in stone, 

That they might stand for cycles of earth's time : 
To teach the love that wedded souls have known, 

When dual born, unfettered and sublime : 
And deep within the stone I'd grave thy face, 

Whose constancy outshines the stars in space. 
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And thus I would that I could far outsing 

Those passionedsongs which oncein Sappho burned : 
And through eternal deeps I'd these outfling, 

Till Nature's self for thy sweet love had yearned. 
And all the clouds in floods of tears would break, 

And mountains rend their sides in mighty throes, 
And melting rivers flow for thy dear sake, 

Adown the hills from their eternal snows : 
And every beast and bird and flowered thing, 

Would welcome thee with gently lowered head : 
And winds, and brooks, and stones thy praises sing, 

When lisr*ning ears would hear thy gentle tread. 
But when to thee this love I'd fain express, 

My words but halt in idle shamedness. 
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When once I sped afar through fields of space, 

I met thy fair and feint ethereal form : 
With hashed step thou cam'st, till face to face : 

Thy curving lips with dewy sleep yet warm. 
Then all my soul was 'whelmed in rapturous tide 

Of love, which broke in great exceeding cry : 
" Seekest thou me, O Love, as far and wide 

I sought thee 'neath the arch of earth's pale sky ? " 
And thy glad eyes were filled with soft amaze, 

When they beheld my pillared form of light : 
For moment brief thou caughfst the reflex rays, 

Then flashing turned, and quivered from my sight. 
And evermore within the halls of sleep, 

My yearning soul its vigil there doth keep. 
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For when the voice of earth is lolled to rest, 

And brazen clang is hushed in gentle calm : 
When weary lips are mute, in slumber prest, 

Then spirit chaunts her own divinest psalm. 
Forgotten all the tares which choke the way, 

The garish throngs, the stifled cries of pain ; 
For one brief hour released from prisoning clay 

She leaps aloft, and seeks her native plain. 
And in those shadowy halls where yet the soul 

On brink of waking life doth hov'ring stand, 
My waiting spirit finds its mystic goal, 

And strives to draw thee up with tender hand. 
My vigil there I'll keep, till I shall see 

Thy soul with lovely laughter leap to me. 
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O laggard hours, as if with chain*, thy feet 

Do drag and hak and stumble o'er the way : 
My paniifltg heart like deer outruns thee fleet, 

Who onward will, nor leashed be made to stay : 
Nor stoops to quench his thirst at Declining rill, 

Nor pauses once to snuff the freshening wind ; 
But ever on, o'er valley, dale, and hill, 

In panting tumult to the timid hind. 
Tis then in pride he rears his crested head, 

And battle front to all the world doth show : 
While step with step their way is onward sped, 

And none the glory of their union know. 
Yet " Heart of Love," with eyes of timid fawn, 

Each laggard night doth herald golden Dawn. 
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And troops of rosy clouds attendant float, 

Unfurling then their flaming pennants far : 
And forth from thousand feathered songsters' throat, 

Loud hallelujahs pour in tuneful bar. 
In passioned haste the sun with mighty stride, 

And marshalled hosts doth hasten in her wake ; 
He clasps her close, and claims her as his bride, 

And on her cool, sweet lips his thirst doth slake. 
Tis thus with all that God did e'er create, 

In dual life, and bonds of perfect love ; 
From perfect union grows each perfect state, 

As Nature in her crucible doth prove. 
Like polished gems without a fault or flaw 

Are those who circled are, by Love's own law. 
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On winds which blow, and cool and kiss thy face, 

I've flung my hopes and burdened all their wings : 
But even these swift steeds, my thoughts outrace, 

And drown in mine their tender murmurings. 
When sleep doth bear thee forth on ambient wave, 

And wearied brain doth sink to calmed rest : 
Thy tired soul with gentle dreams I lave, 

And kiss with joy, thy lids in slumber prest 
Thou knoVst not now, O Heart, but time will be, 

When all thy soul in glad tumultuous flight 
Will drift with mine, on deep and shoreless sea 

While Love stands guardian o'er the shades of night 
Thy soul will then in happy laughter flow 

Like rills of joy, sunborn from melting snow. 
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I held within my hand long years agone, 

A fair and smooth and polished glowing pearl, 
Whose rosy flush outvied the blushing dawn, 

Or maiden cheek o'erhid by clinging curl. 
Upon my heart I laid this rarest gem, 

And throbbed with joy to call it all my own : 
And other gems grew dull, it shamed them, 

By its pure light their glory was outshone. 
And ever on my heart it flamed and paled, 

And flamed again till all my being yearned 
To know the secret which it softly veiled, 

Where constancy its vestal beacon burned. 
'Tis thou who art that pearl, and thy heart's flame 

Outshines each gem, and put* each torch to shame. 
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Ah, shall I e'er grow weary of this tale, 

Which I repeat in ever varied vein ? 
Nay, till the world doth cease, and sun doth pale, 

My halting tongue shall sing the sweet refrain. 
As mother bends o'er babe with babbled word, 

In ceaseless stream which never wearied grows : 
As song outpours from golden-throated bird, 

So my deep love upwells and overflows : 
And flows, and falls, and sweeps with boundless force, 

To that far ocean, fathoms deep and wide, 
Which hath Isvara as its primal source, 

And knows no surcease of its flowing tide. 
I stand within the veil, Beloved one, 

And lean as mother leans o'er firstborn son. 
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Ah, tired Love, that I might cradle thee 

As she that babe, and lull thee soft to rest : 
My feet glad winged, would downward hastening flee 

To pillow then, thy head upon my breast. 
Upon thy lidded eyes my kiss would fall 

With quiv'ring touch and sweet protective care ; 
As jewelled humming bird in love's own thrall, 

To starry flowV sinks through sun-kissed air ; 
And from the golden cup of that fair heart, 

He drinks the nectar which o'erflows for him ; 
And thus from flower to flow'r doth ever dart, 

Nor pauses not to rest till twilight dim : 
Thy starry eyes down dropp'd in sleep's sweet dew, 

My flowers are to draw thy soul up through. 
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Ah, would that I might find an unknown tongue 

Flame-winged with might to sing to thee my love : 
With soul-fraught words nor god nor man had sung, 

Molten with light of meteors from above. 
The forest trees in mighty throes give voice 

Unto the glory of the rushing wind : 
In storm-swept pain they bid each still rejoice, 

Their green-clad boughs with balm of love they 
bind. 
The leaping sea finds words of dear intent, 

And clasps and leaves and clasps again the shore, 
And lays his tender kiss on rocks deep rent 

Laving their feet with tears from ceaseless store. 
And only I can find no deep new song, 

With which to rival Nature's fluent throng. 
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The pale sweet moon which glows with sun-clad light, 

Gives voice to her own radiant desire : 
Sinking to rest, she is in downward flight, 

Clasped to his heart of pure celestial fire. 
Hath ever lover known what love hath meant, 

Until thy soul with mine was bound with tears ? 
These twain which once were one, then twain were rent, 

And evermore went seeking each, through years 
Of Sorrow's night : with hearts both crucified, 

And nailed, and bound upon the thorny cross, 
Storm-tossed, full oft my soul within me died, 

And shipwrecked fell, overwhelmed by thy loss. 
O Heart, that love which thus is tried by fire 

Is that same love to which the gods aspire. 
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To those who dwell within the haunts of men, 

A shallow knowledge flows of that fair thing. 
Which golden pinioned flies beyond their ken, 

Its dazzling splendour veiled by soaring wing. 
Love breathes alone in realms of purest air, 

And shrinks and dies when snared by vandal hand : 
Then pristine glory of these pinions fair, 

Is blackened, as when flames have swept the land. 
The pure and lambent fire which wreathes Love's 
brow 

In smoking embers fall, all quenched to earth, 
When fetid flame of lust doth trampling plough 

The fields of love, and mars their virgin birth. 
O rampant, ruthless, vandal hands, would God 

They fettered lay, 'neath fathoms of earth's sod. 
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When all bespent and frighted lies sweet Love, 

With golden pinions trailing in the dust : 
Hot tears are shed by weeping throngs above, 

And Nature groans at sight of sated lust. 
But man sees not the glory that he kills, 

Nor seeks to taste that golden liquid draught 
Of purest life, which every pulse o'erfills 

When soul to soul, its waters once are quaffed. 
'Tis only man who strings the beads of brass, 

When round his heart the whitest pearls might 
twine: 
Content to let the crowning glory pass, 

If he may snatch the jewel from its shrine. 
When lo, within his hand the gem will turn 

To ashes, which like lime, consume and burn. 
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Were I a sculptor I would chisel thee 

In marble block, inveined with polished gold : 
With fair* ring hand thy form ungirt and free, 

I'd swathe around in soft entrancing fold : 
A crown I'd carve around thy gracious brow, 

And press it light upon thy rippling hair : 
And thy sweet eyes with tears o'erflowing now, 

Would lifted be without a trace of care. 
And all who looked upon thy tender face, 

Would straightway fall in worship at thy feet : 
With yearning hearts they'd wander forth through 
space 

Unfilled till they thy tranquil soul would meet. 
Thus would I fashion thee in marble pure, 

That thou in changing world, might still endure. 
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Could I the colours of the rainbow hold. 

In palette new, I'd paint thy glowing form : 
I'd snatch the sunbeams 1 orange flame of gold, 

And subtle grays from every passing storm : 
Upon thy lips I'd lay the rose's tints, 

And in thine eyes the violet's azure hue, 
When starlike 'midst the em'rald woods it glints, 

Sun-kissed, and bathed in early morning dew. 
Thy brows I'd touch with light and shadowy line : 

Thine ears would vie with fairest pink sea shell, 
And all the earth could show no form like thine, 

Through which thy soul's own beauty would upwell. 
And thus, Beloved, to the world I'd give 

The fair ideal my brush would teach to live. 
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Madonna of the starry eyes, my soul 

To thee doth chaunt its aves day and night : 
And girt around with love in priestly stole, 

Sweet censors swing at eve and morning light. 
Sweet auriolled one and dear, fair heart and true, 

With eyes down dropt Pd soft confession make. 
With yearning heart Pd penance gladly do, 

In cloister far I'd dwell for thy love's sake. 
No sacrifice too great thou might'st demand, 

Nor path too steep that I would not explore : 
Nor frozen steppes, and arid desert sand : 

Nor icebound seas, and farthest Arctic shore. 
But night could give no peace, nor day delight, 

Were I once banished from thy soul's insight 
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Perchance, O Heart, some earth-bound voice will say 
Such love as this is blasphemous to God : 

Him, whom they garb, in tyrant's bright array — 
Within His sceptred hands an iron rod. 

Ah, heed them not, they have not grasped aright 
The mighty soul of Him, which ever flows 

Unplumbed by thought, in waves of peace and light- 
Majestic love the birthright He bestows. 

The world was love, unsullied at its birth, 
Which flowed sublime from that omniscient source, 

But dimmed and tarnished by the lust of earth 
The dual soul hath wandered from its course : 

And only when each riven soul is one, 

Shall perfect world arise, with Death o'ercome. 
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To thee, my thought shall ever flow in song, 

Unspoken words emitted with each breath : 
Sweet links, which bind our souls in fetters strong, 

And which withstand the mailed hands of Death. 
Ah, naught there is of tyrant in my love, 

And naught of despot in each bond devised, 
By which I draw thy soul to mine above, 

But passion pure, no man hath realised. 
Love hath no limit, nor is bound by thought, 

Nor prisoned is, nor beggared, lacks a crown : 
Love hath no price, is neither sold nor bought, 

Seeks not reward, nor giving, gains renown. 
Love is a golden sea which flows afar — 

Nor bounded is by earth, nor sun, nor star. 
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Belov&d, I am weary once again, 

Thy praises still to marshal in new train : 
To find amidst the language poor of men, 

Some diademed and purple-vowelled strain : 
For all my thoughts like mendicants outpour 

In rags of splendour, maimed, and halt and blind : 
And stumbling strive, on upward heights to soar ; 

Unwilling slaves through beaten paths they wind. 
Upon thy listening soul 111 prelude play, 

If thou wilt chase afar each alien thought : 
Such notes of joy shall shame the sun-girt day, 

With dreams of thee in orient splendour wrought. 
As Queen upon thy throne I'll thee portray 

In purple jewelled vesture : love's array. 
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In linked chains of subtle breathing fire, 

Where spirit dwells, and matter holds no sway : 
Where buoyant hope doth crown each soul's desire, 

My thoughts in flaming pageants wend their way, 
In kingly train, on love's crusade intent, 

With banners flying wide, of strange import : 
With helmets loosed, and singing bows unbent, 

They pass emblazoned in the King's cohort 
And all attendant vassals pause to hold 

Their bated breath, at this majestic sight 
Of fluttering pennon, harness chased in gold, 

In glory bathed, of shining daystar's light, 
And ever on to thee they wend their way, 

Majestic love in undisputed sway. 
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With mighty tramp of myriad sandalled feet, 

And dash of spear, and loud sonorous note ; 
The sounds re-echo down in thunderous beat, 

Yet round thy tender soul in murmurs float. 
I marshal them to thee on wings of light, 

In jewelled motes which float before thine eyes ; 
Their blazing glory needs must train thy sight 

To grasp my form when all undimmed I rise. 
For girt around in pillared light I'll stand, 

And beckon thy dear soul again to mine : 
And watch 'neath shadow of thy shielding hand 

Thine eyes ; wherein the dawning love shall shine. 
To thy soul's eyes, unveiled then shall be, 

Such light, as none hath seen on earth or sea. 
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When all the earth is drenched in morning dew, 

And crystal drops are scattered o'er each blade ; 
The orbed sun doth burst in flaming view, 

Before his feet a jewelled carpet laid. 
And every drop doth scintillate with fire, 

And mirrors form, for his majestic rays : 
And every floVr o'erflows with pure desire 

To blush beneath his ardent glowing gaze : 
And Nature's self doth raise her lips to his, 

And bare her glowing bosom to his eye : 
As through the burning passion of his kiss 

He draws her fainting soul to his on high : 
And holds her fast in strong and sweet embrace, 

Love's channel for the tide of human race. 



62 LOVE VICTORIOUS 



LVIII 

Ah, nothing evil is ; God did create : 

And love the purest offspring of His thought. 
Not lusty which sprang from man's own evil state 

And hath on earth such cruel havoc wrought. 
All Nature doth vibrate with passion pure, 

And quivers to her base with love's own shock : 
When name meets flame no fortress could endure 

The throes with which her soul's foundations rock. 
4 In tumult deep and long the sea doth toss, 

When clasped in close embrace of rushing wind, 
And curling leaps bewailing his dear loss, 

And would again her heart, to his heart bind. 
Ah, love, I would that I were Nature's soul, 

And thou inwrapt, of every tide its goal 
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Wert thou, Beloved, some fair mystic bird 

Who dwelt secure on far Hymalyah's snow : 
And I of Dives' flocks, the humble herd, 

To thee my feet unguided yet would go : 
And seek, and find, and warm thee on my heart, 

And draw thy timid eyes with love to mine, 
Till thou from me couldst find no rest apart, 

And where my eyrie was, there would be thine. 
And on thy white and feathered shining breast 

Would spring to life one deep encrimsoned stain ; 
In signia of love's heraldry and crest — 

On silver field, a scarlet glowing flame. 
And ever on through life thine arms I'd wear, 

And in my heart thy shrin&d image bear. 
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Or wert thou, Love, an eagle soaring high, 

On pinions far outstretched in aerial flight : 
E'en lost to view in vault of azure sky, 

Braving the sun's own torrid flame of light. 
I'd follow thee, and call thee to my side, 

And bind thee fast with chains of beaten gold : 
Yet not these chains thy freedom would o'erride, 

But my strong love thy heart in 'legiance hold. 
And ever thou wouldst come at my deep call, 

Like meteor in its flight from world above ; 
Like heaven-shot bolt in thy unfathomed fall 

To reach the goal of thy supremest love. 
Nor time, nor death could loose that wondrous bond, 

Nor dull the joy with which thou wouldst respond. 
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For know'st thou, Love, in each untrammelled soul 

Stupendous sleeps the God divine in might : 
Supreme He rests, from Whom evolved the whole 

Great universe, which blossoms in His sight 
And were thy soul deep hid in depths of sea, 

Or prisoned fast in bowels of deepest earth, 
Pd call, and call : forth thou wouldst come to me, 

For destined thus thy being was from birth. 
And wert thou but a cloistered pearl in shell, 

Or prisoned bloom enshrined in hidden bow*r, 
Yet on my beating heart thy form would dwell, 

Secure from harm, love wrapt for thy brief hour. 
By nothing, Love, in earth, or heav'n, or sea, 

Could thy dear soul divided be from me. 
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O barren are the hearts which know not love, 

And barren are the souls which seek love's gain ; 
And grasp the honour-mantle from above — 

Whose hearts have never bled with love's own pain. 
'Tis only when the soul all bleeding lies, 

And Self divorced, in scarlet drops doth flow ; 
Then vanquished from the field of strife he flies — 

'Tis only these, the wealth of love shall know. 
For love supreme uprears his crowned head, 

From sacrificial depths new bathed in flame : 
Undimmed in glory, when the self hath fled — 

'Tis then he may the honour robe, reclaim. 
His pinions then in giant strength shall rise 

To cleave the veil where heaven hidden lies. 
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When Phoebus' car, in trailing glory wheels 

Aslant the steep and azure floor of heaven ; 
He sets upon the face of earth his seals, 

And claims each rood o'er which his steeds are 
driv*n. 
His chariot flames afar in fiery haste, 

And flocks of silv'ry doves fly in his train : 
O'er radiant path, where daily he hath paced, 

He hastes once more to claim his fair domain. 
And all the lesser stars in swift dismay, 

Withdraw, and veil their faces from his light : 
A monarch He, in undisputed sway, 

Triumphant then, descends to claim his right. 
And virgin Day, with arms in rapture spread, 

Pillows upon her breast, his regal head. 
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Triumphant love doth reach Olympus 9 height, 

When morn supine lies in the arms of sun : 
She, captured in her swift and blushing flight, 

Herself surrenders to this glowing one. 
With panting beat of heart, and heaving breast, 

She swoons upon the faint and scented air ; 
With muted voice, and lips in love o'erprest, 

And mingled breaths which sigh through wind-tossed 
hair. 
In tender loveliness their large limbs laid, 

Lie straightly there, when couched side by side : 
(Each classic fold, by floating vestures made) 

In idle slumber o'er the earth they glide. 
As sun and morn, on lake of amber wine 

Float breast to breast, so doth my soul and thine. 
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When lily cup to lily cup doth sway, 

And drowned heart in golden shower lies ; 
As sweet a joy doth through their spirits play, 

As when I drowned, rest deep within thine eyes. 
When drooping rose, in pallid white attire, 

Uplifts her face to ardent one above, 
Swift leaps into her heart his flame of fire, 

And fills her with the blushing dawn of love. 
Tis thus I dwell, Beloved, in thy heart, 

Each crevice with my being, flaming fill : 
And from thy soul (though dwelling far apart) 

The rosy perfumed nectar I distil. 
Beloved, thou, a white and fragrant rose, 

Upon my breast secure shall find repose. 
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Fair Heart, and hast thou ever palfrey seen 

Caparisoned in gold and trappings bright : 
Fit setting for the sweet and radiant Queen, 

Who forthwith springs to seat, with footstep 
light? 
With tossing mane he stands, and upreared head, 

And champing, casts the foam from silvered bit : 
Then onward moves with stately measured tread, 

A regal steed for regal form to sit. 
And all around, sweet courtiers in fair guise 

Do homage give, and seek but to receive 
The tender benison of her deep eyes, 

Who peerless stands, as stood the primal Eve. 
Could I but render thousand thousand fold 

Of such deep love, yet still 'twould be untold. 
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There is a strange sweet word serene and mute, 

Yet tingling with the song of all the world : 
Voiceless, it sings like Orpheus' entranced lute, 

And stands supreme o'er Vulcan's thunders hurled. 
Within this spheral word where depth is not, 

Nor height, nor breadth, nor length can be 
descried, 
All sound is there we lack, or ever sought, 

The golden crucible by love supplied. 
With finger laid on lip, serene and great, 

The Soul of Silence sits untouched by Time, 
Nor bound by space, nor trammelled by estate, 

Nor serf to any zone or sphere or clime : 
And gathers in her lap each silent thought, 

Unclad with sound, yet all with gold o'erwrought. 
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And there, Beloved, lies each word I'd say, 

Like pearls o'erlaid with tracery of gold, 
In shadowy tones, as when the dying Day 

Doth paint the clouds in gray and mystic fold. 
In endless chains they fall like tears of joy, 

Enhooped with band of wordless still delight : 
Nor time, nor death can these bright chains 
destroy, 

Which gird the form of Silence round with might 
Deathless she sits, and round her voiceless soul, 

Where thunders crash, and wheel of Time 
revolves : 
Where cycles pass, and countless aeons roll, 

The riddles of the universe she solves. 
One moment give her speech, arid hearken then : 

The thunders of her voice would silence men. 
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With hair upstarting in their sham&d fright, 

With ears inclosed, by maddened fingers stopped, 
When risen in her majesty and might, 

The mantle of her silence, she had dropped. 
Her thunderous voice such secrets forth would fling, 

As earth hath never heard, nor man could know: 
In speechless madness to her skirts they'd cling, 

As through the vault of heaven her speech would 
flow 
Revealing love, revealing hate and pray'r, 

Blessings and curse, and joy, and bliss and woe ; 
And frenzied oath, and shriek of black despair, 

And tears and laughter hurtling forth would go. 
But thou, glad One, wouldst find the pearls of love 

I dropped with silent joy from world above. 
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HIS BELOVED MAKETH PLAINT 
LXX 

O Monarch of my soul, and Heart of me, 

Such boundless wealth of love thou dost outpour, 
Which draweth all my being up to thee, 

As eagle to the full-orbed sun doth soar : 
And gazing deep within the star's own eye, 

Doth sink abashed before that torch of flame, 
Then trembling mounts and soars again on high 

In ecstasy, he makes his goal the same. 
Tis thou who dost my prisoned soul outpeer, 

As crowned head outpeers the vizored knight : 
Then wherefore dost thou stoop my way to cheer, 

And toiling steps, with lamp of truth, to light ? 
Enrobed thou art, and garmented around, 

With broidered cloak of love, and light and sound. 
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My prisoned soul, like captive in the dark, 

Doth beat itself against the walls of clay : 
And strives to 'scape, as upward soaring lark 

Who thrills his loud hosannahs to each day : 
But when the hunter's arrow pierceth him, 

All shattered back to earth he swiftly falls : 
The lamps of his dear eyes then glazed and dim, 

The quenched lights of storm-tossed wreck recalls. 
Thus back to earth I fall when circling up 

To snowy heights whose peaks are lost to view : 
As silver peak of Alps with valleyed cup, 

Doth quaff the wine distilled from heaven's blue. 
Then wherefore dost thou stoop, thy soul to bind 

With ropes of love, which round my soul are 
twined ? 
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Be answered, Love, in song of glad import, 

That I do lean to thee, not stoop, fair Heart : 
I only long to be thy soul's support 

The while we're held by grievous Time apart 
I am thy staff, Beloved, thou my life, 

And love the golden hoop which binds thee fast, 
As hoop of gold encircles man and wife, 

When in one mould their dual soul is cast. 
As granite cleft, with granite shall be built, 

And golden crown repaired with gold shall be : 
As steel-wrought work of ancient Persian hilt 

With tempered blade of Persia shall agree. 
So doth my soul alone re-mirror thine, 

And in thy lake of love alone lies mine. 
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When thou dost bend o'er idle sun-kissed pond 

And look within its blue translucent depths : 
Another form with tender eyes and fond 

Doth rise to view, with swift and noiseless steps. 
Thy form it is, yet not thy form or face, 

But twinned stranger whom thine eyes now see 
Enveloped in a sweet mysterious grace, 

And laughing lips which smile again to thee. 
My form like thine which thou see'st lying there, 

Oft trembles into sight beneath thine eyes : 
As when I see thy soul, serene and fair, 

Through lakes which bound thy brows, like azure 
skies. 
I lean to thee, with breathless parted lips, 

Whose dreaming mouth the pearly ether sips. , 
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Fair nature in vast labour oft upheaves 

From pregnant womb, some new and stately peak 
From ocean's depths : and swallowed by the seas 

A continent, dies with despairing shriek. 
Upon the green-clad mount lie severed shells, 

Who ever sing their mystic song of sea : 
In numbers sweet and sad, their chaunting tells 

Of joys foregone, and sweets of memory. 
Of sea-girt rock entwined with em'rald weed, 

Of coral halls and palaces upreared : 
Of severed half where mystic soul doth bleed 

For other half, by birth and death endeared. 
Beloved one, like severed shells are we : 

I on the mountain top, thou in the sea. 
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When rock with horrid gash is rent in twain, 

And falls apart, no starry drops are shed : 
From quiv'ring lips bursts forth no shriek of pain, 

Nor rigid body lies enswathed and dead. 
No candles flare around the sombre bier, 

Nor kneeling watcher sends his plaint on high, 
(Ambassador of griefs, zoned by each tear) 

Nor pray*r doth beat the arch of vaulted sky. 
Yet shudd'ring from those twain, one soul hath sped, 

A dual life entombed in granite rock 
Hath burst its bonds, and quiv'ring upward fled, 

When form from form was rent with cruel shock. 
For nothing dwells alone 'neath sun or star, 

Though Death may intervene and union mar. 
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For love no miser is : with lavish hand 

He fills the bowl of life close to the brim, 
O'erflowing oft, ambrosial nectar fanned 

To flame, which makes all other flames grow dim. 
Love is no hermit who in dusky cell, 

Doth tell his beads to flinty wall of stone : 
Nor there doth he all uncompanioned dwell — 

Tis only hate and fear, who dwell alone. 
Love, golden-voiced, and silver-lipped doth cry 

In plaintive accents for Love's mirrored soul : 
Nor ceases forth on ardent wing to fly, 

Till he reflected, finds the long-sought goaL 
No tarnished mirror can reflect his form, 

As ruffled lake reflecteth not in storm. 
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The glass which doth reveal his suppliant face, 
As mirrored eyes reflect the soul within, 

No flaw must have, or breath of lust have place- 
To Love's own soul its depth must be akin. 

The fair and glist'ning drop of pearly dew, 
Reflecting all the beams of summer sun, 

When found within the heart of violet blue, 
Is like that soul by whom sweet Love is won. 

So bathed in limpid purity he rests 
On beating heart which glows with sympathy : 

There jailor*d 'neath the turrets of white breasts, 
(And snow-bound hills 'rayed in simplicity). 

And forth from that secure and tranquil home 
Love ranges not, nor ever seeks to roam. 
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When morn uplifts the lattice of thine eyes, 

Thy windowed soul reveals its fair demesne, 
There hidden, lurks a radiant paradise, 

From prying gaze all buried and unseen. 
Incurtained by thine amber-kissed hair, 

Lie nested ears, their beauty hid from view : 
And in the cup of thy warm lips, is rare 

And crimsoned wine, which will my strength renew. 
The Wry of thy neck hath lily paled, — 

Its chiselled line uprears thy stately head : 
Save when thy wearied soul with grief o'erveiled 

All drooping lies, whence bleeding hope hath sped. 
Than thy dear soul, Love finds no fairer hav'n 

Nor truer heart on which his name is graven. 
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twinned lakes of azure peace o'erlaid 

From whence the storm-swept pain hath quivered by 
As angry wind, which cruel havoc made 

Slips down to rest, in tender sobbing sigh ; 
So thou at close of day with tear-drenched eyes 

Slip into rest on cradled arm of sleep 
And on these azure pools like summer skies 

The sun of love in tender shadows creep. 
When in the groves of slumbrous shadows pale 

I feel the gentle groping of thy soul 

1 call to thee within that mystic vale, 

And 'neath thy sight strange visions oft unroll ; 
And there thy dreaming lips new glories take 
And smiles sweep o'er each hidden azure lake. 
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Till all the blossoms of thy soul unfold 

In happy tumult like glad twirfring bird, 
Which bursts in song, when thundrous clouds have 
rolled 

Past hidden nest, by summer zephyrs stirred. 
Beloved, there's a pallid herb which grows 

Deep cleft, within the royal heart of Oak, 
Its clustered fruit in depths of winter snows 

Finds in that princely tree a tender cloak 
Which wraps it soft around, and sways to rest, 

The bursting buds : In rapture sweet and shy, 
Their yielding forms are ever closer pressed 

Till grafted on his heart in peace they lie. 
Thou bud of sweet delight, thou art mine own, 

Ingrafted to my soul, full long hast grown. 
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The stately swan who dreams upon the lake, 

In happy slumber with wing-nested head : 
In time of death a plaintive song doth make, 

And dying, sings until the soul hath fled. 
He to his grieving mate such notes outpour, 

As cause the very stones to melt in woe : 
And from the stars which in high heaven soar, 

The silver tears, in golden showers flow. 
But I, who sing to greet my coming mate, 

In jewelled stanzas linked with threads of flame 
New rapture shall outpour, and joys relate, 

Which love-emblazoned heralds shall proclaim. 
And all the choired hosts in glad amaze, 

Shalt lift their voice, with mine, my love to praise. 
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Triumphant paeans burst forth from my lips : 

Hosannahs mount and beat against the sky : 
And falling there, where choired angel sits 

Are wrought again in songs which onward fly — 
Nor cease, nor break, nor fall till at His feet, 

Who fashioned thee, and made thy soul and mine, 
Grow lip to lip as grape on clusters sweet, 

Or garland fair doth twine and intertwine : 
And there, my songs in vast orchestral note 

Shall swell the sound which fills the vault of heaVn ; 
On mighty wings they wheeling upward float 

Through endless morn, and ceaseless dewy ev'n. 
For songs of love, in music of the spheres, 

Find heav'nly home, and ravish seraph ears. 
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The sighing reeds which grow by hidden pool, 

And bend and sway, shall be my golden lute : 
And forth shall pour o'er waters still and cool, 

In raptured strain the silver notes I flute. 
The faint, sweet cry of bird upon the lake, 

The note of petrel speeding on the wing : 
The burst of joy which gladsome children make — 

Through all of these and more, my notes shall ring. 
And every sound of joy in earth or sky, 

With trappings bright, my harnessed steeds shall be : 
As arrow from the bow doth homeward fly, 

On wheels of light they'll bear my love to thee. 
And nature's self shall melt in ravished tears, 

To strains of love which fall on list'ning ears. 
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As far as ear can hear, or eye could note, 

These myriad thoughts in countless radiant form, 
On pinions wide outstretched, vibrating float 

Tier upon tier, like drifting flakes in storm : 
Who helmed by the wind, and clad in snow, 

In tumult fall with soft tempestuous sound, 
In white, majestic troops, icebound they go, 

And laughing rush to clasp the frozen ground. 
So fly my happy songs in haste to thee, 

And cloak, and bind, and fold thee in their grasp : 
Forgotten they, nor loosed again can be, 

Till love shall loosen thee from his fond clasp. 
And that eternal is as God on high 

Who knows not death : — With Him our love shall 
die. 
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Hast ever seen the flaming life depart 

From charred ash of missive old and sere : 
Some missive, which, once carried near the heart, 

Could tell of yearning touch, and kiss, and tear ? 
How with its shrouded corse, all clad in black, 

In funeral hosts the weeping mourners go, 
And torches bear, nor liveried servants lack, 

Who it entomb with solemn step and slow. 
With lingering feet they pause, and pause again. 

As loth to leave the still beloved dead : 
Beloved once in life and treasured then, 

A mem'ry now, whence life and love hath fled. 
O heart of mine, 'tis thus when love untrue, 

Outburns itself and wide its ashes strew. 
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To thee my love doth flow in mighty force 

As torrent falls the mighty chasm o'er : 
With giant steps it leaps far down its course, 

And flings its waves forth in thunderous roar. 
And from its 'whelming deeps on every side 

In jewelled show^s the crystal drops are flung, 
As if great Thor his heavy hammer plied 

In bruising gems, and then their splinters strung. 
In crystal wreaths they hang, and burnished tears 

Which fall athwart the deep torrential flow : 
And on the bruised channels of long years, 

Their cooling balm, and healing touch bestow. 
And nothing shall withstand this mighty tide 

Which leaps and falls untrammelled to thy side. 
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And then afar in river strong and deep 

It wends its way in sweet eternal song : 
In ceaseless tide it ever on will sweep, 

Whilst thou to me, and I to thee belong. 
And on its surface fair it bears to thee 

Dear tokens from the hand which loosed its gates : 
And in its hidden depths, thou, love, canst see 

The yearning form of him who for thee waits. 
For mirrored deep in that great flood I lie, 

And none but thee can see my pictured face : 
And none could find me but with love's own eye, 

And only love that shadowy form could trace. 
My soul and thine, O Soul, are clamped with steel 

Tempered and tried, which doth no flaw reveal. 
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A vestal fair, all clad in silvery white, 

Doth climb the steep upslanting path of heaven : 
And there with generous hand the fires of night 

She feeds, and fills, and makes their lustre even. 
And o'er her path she pours a golden tide, 

And floods with silvery laughter all her way : 
And shames, with her own radiance scattered wide, 

The bright empyrean of celestial day. 
The infant stars she cradles in her lap, 

And truant lights are gathered to her breast, 
That they may reach no further sad mishap, 

She lulls them in a sweet unbroken rest 
So thou, O Love, dost shed thy rays afar, 

As silv'ry moon, who lulls the infant star. 
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On wings of summer wind thy loveliness 

Is wafted wide, and dimpled blossoms tell 
The secret once again, when idleness, 

With drowsy hand doth stir each dulcet bell. 
O'er waters fair and blue, he lilts his song, 

And tells of beauties born within thy soul : 
Till singing birds, in vast amazed throng, 

Join in with happy shout, and blithe car61. 
" Pure love in thee his own domain hath found, 

In castled state he dwells secure from harm : 
With bulwarks strong, and ramparts built around, 

No tocsin can for him ring loud alarm." 
This is the song the birds and zephyrs chaunt 

And blossoms in their pallid glories flaunt. 
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When in thy sight my happy soul shall walk, 

With naught of grief, nor veil to fall between : 
When to my longing lips, like grazing flock, 

In trancing kiss thy lovely lips shall lean. 
The fiery flames of joy which leaping go 

In passioned haste through every bursting vein : 
Like grass before the fire, my strength shall mow, 

And every rapture known before shall wane. 
My heart within its citadel shall quake, 

And panting fall, o'ercome by love's onslaught : 
My soul deep parched at last its thirst shall slake 

In cooling fountains, which I long have sought. 
And breath shall come with swift and hurried leap, 

Thy downcast eyes and fringed lids to sweep. 
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The snowy whiteness of thine arms shall be 

Like wings outspread, of speeding homeward ship : 
The argosies which bear my love to thee, 

In royal salute, to love alone they'll dip. 
Thy leaping heart shall flow in gentle sighs, 

Between each tress of soft unfettered hair : 
The column of thy neck, my ravished eyes, 

With white-veined marble shall its glow compare. 
And terraced plain, and snowy rose-capped hill, 

With sweet amaze, and reverence deep and strong, 
My 'plenished soul with love again shall fill, 

And through all time each rapture still prolong. 
The fainting earth doth slake its drouth with dew, 

So shall thy love my soul's lost strength renew. 
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As uncrowned queen thou waitest now for me 

Like drooping rose, unfed by love's sweet rain, 
Like tired bird in-hid in cypress tree, 

Who sunlight flies, to hide her own sad pain. 
Lift up thy lips, O tired one, the rose 

Of love shall flame upon their sacred shrine. 
Like rubied cup in which white pearls repose, 

Thy flowering lips, shall lifted be to mine 
And there close held not knowing when to part — 

Thy soul and mine shall fuse and glow in one 
With pulse to pulse, heart beating close to heart, 

Thou radiant moon, of my glad glowing sun : 
In all God's world, there is no joy like this 

When soul meets soul in love's pure flaming kiss. 
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Thou knowest now there is no soul but mine 

Which in love's joy, can ever fuse with thee, 
There is no other lake of love but thine 

In which thou findest aught of love, save me, 
And every tendril forth thy soul hath put 

To clasp, where thou hast deemed some strong 
support 
Hath unclasped been, and there with uptorn root 

Pale visaged grief hath walked and held her court 
I am thy life, Beloved, thou my crown 

Unchanging is the might of primal bond 
I only, Love, can send the white fire down 

And light the flame to which thou wilt respond. 
In all God's world, in earth and heav'n and sea 

There's naught can hold thee, Love, in love but me. 
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When falling mists, in faint and varied form, 

Wraith-like, envelop castle, moor, and fen, 
And peopled cities shroud, in shadowy storm, 

Like orient women, veiled from gaze of men. 
As to their starry eyes the veil doth lend 

A stronger fire, and sweeter brilliancy : 
So twinkling lights in mist veiled city send 

Their gleaming shafts afar till mist wraiths flee. 
And I, who stand enshrouded in the veil, 

Which falls before those eyes unused to light, 
Despatch to thee on beams subdued and pale, 

My shafts of love in winged and airy flight 
Erelong, thine eyes in full unshrouded blaze, 

Shall leap to mine, and meet their beaming rays. 
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And in their depths thy soul shall sink to rest, 

As pebble cast by strong unerring hand : 
Or as a drowned ship from ocean's breast, 

Doth sink to deeper peace on golden strand. 
As through her open ports the tide doth flow, 

And sway and lull her in its soothing arms : 
So shall my love a sweeter peace bestow, 

And lull thy tender soul from harsh alarms. 
As feath'ry floss of cotton in its shroud, 

Is deep embossed with bold and vivid green : 
(The casket which doth shield that fleecy cloud 

From evil, and with rampart intervene). 
So, love, I'll stand between thee and all fear, , 

And ever thou wilt find thy shelter here. 
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As in the heart of towVing tree which stands 

Straight limbed and tall, in forest green and wide : 
{Serene and strong, a prince in wooded lands, 

O'er which the winds in stately chariots ride). 
Is found the sap, the dropping blood of trees, 

This life engendering fluid, deep entombed 
In prisoned heart, is sheltered from the breeze, 

Which hurtling goes through limbs to sorrow 
doomed. 
The cruel blow which falls from woodman's axe, 

Doth plough its way first through the outer bark, 
Whose tender guardianship doth ne'er relax, 

Till giant tree in rigid death lies stark. 
Thou, love, art soul, and vital spark of me, 

And I, thy sentinel and princely tree. 
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Like snowdrop thou thy wistful head uprear 

From barren wastes, and arid, frozen plain : 
And bend beneath the icy winds austere, 

Which carry death and sorrow in their train. 
Not peaceful sleep which ends each flower's life; 

And wafts it back again to gardens fair : 
But cruel death, whose trampling steps are rife 

With pain, as angry beast in bloody lair. 
I stand between thee, Love, and each harsh blow 

Which earth hath dealt, or ever yet shall deal, 
As leaves, which wrap the snowdrops in the snow, 

First 'neath the cutting blasts, down bending reel. 
Within the petals of my soul, I'll fold 

Thy snowdrop heart of beaten, burnished gold. 
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Ah, Love, throughout the length and breadth of space, 

Through regions vast where foot hath never trod : 
Where mortal man hath left no human trace, 

Nor messenger hath sped from hand of God. 
Throughout the length and breadth of spheral earth, 

And height and depth of mountain peak and sea : 
Through death and life from moment of each birth, 

The dual soul from love is never free. 
Through youth and age, through golden joys and pain, 

Which stabs the heart, and frees the crimson jet : 
Through poverty, and greed of wealth and gain, 

Love claims his own, and none escaped yet 
Libations to this god each soul doth pour, 

Sweet youth, and age, decrepit, bent and hoar. 
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And gifts they bring, and wine, and milk, and blood, 

And beacons light, which quenched never are : 
They steep his feet in deep and seething flood, 

And his pure ife with fetid incense mar. 
For many live, who know not lust from love, 

And to love's altar bring lust's offring rank : 
With cruel hands they drag their slaughtered dove 

Through muddy paths, and marshes fell and dank. 
And love doth turn aside with heaving breast, 

And weeping eyes, from which drop tears of blood : 
With quivering hands upon stabbed heart close prest, 

He blighted falls, as falls the cankered bud. 
Love only doth survive where lust is not, 

And sovereign he, in purest regions sought. 
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Awaked to life 'neath fervid rays of sun ; 
Who with each kiss, new beauties doth disclose, 

Till all her glowing heart to him is won. 
With sweet shamed lips, she lifts her face to his, 

And, 'neath each petal which she doth enfold 
Are treasures rare : and last unveiled is 

The rarest gem of all, her heart of gold. 
And odours sweet she wafts on gentle winds, 

From rosy lips all drenched and moist with dew : 
And to her heart all nature's heart she binds ; 

And sterile soil her dimpled leaves shall strew. 
And all this beauty grows yet fairer still, 

When flaming love her crimson petals thrill. 
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I am thy sun, Beloved, thou my rose, 

I pour my love to thee in fervent rays : 
Each morn grows fairer when thine eyes unclose, 

Thy beauty fills the heart of sterile days. 
I fold thee in mine arms in dreamy sleep, 

I rain fond kisses on thy placid brows : 
And 'neath my rays of love thy pulses leap, 

Thy blood with laughter, through each channel 
ploughs. 
Thy lovely lips are like a nested bird : 

In peaceful sleep, and downy rest they lie, 
Till my soft call in fitful dreams is heard, 

When in their ardent haste they parted fly. 
Like tender nested thing, that cries for bread, 

They drink the kisses which my own lips shed. 
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Beloved, were I veil of laces rare, 

I'd wrap thee in each subtle clinging fold : 
I'd fetter fast each golden straying hair, 

And in my strong embrace thy form I'd hold. 
Were I a jewelled web from Eastern loom, 

I'd vesture make to gird thy limbs around : 
And swounding hear the sentence of my doom — 

But joy, not fear, would cause that happy swound. 
Were I a crown to rest upon thy brow, 

I'd cling and kiss thine amber-scented hair : 
New lustre then I'd add, no crown hath now, 

And dream away my life in rapture there. 
Were I the circle which thy finger hooped, 

By Death himself it could not be unlooped. 
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Beloved, I could sing to thee for aye, 

And yet could find no words to tell my love. 
Through night of Time, while all things muted lay, 

And breathless fell the circling worlds above : 
Through sweet eternal day I'd chaunt my song, 

And cull new glories on thy soul to show'r : 
Each new found thought to thee would still belong, 

And ride upon each golden freighted hour. 
I clasp thee, Love. I hold thee to my heart 

No harsh adieu shall come 'tween thee and me : 
No shadow now shall thrust us far apart, 

Beloved, thou Madonna-like shall be 
In blazing glory on my heart enshrined, 

My soul thine altar, by my love entwined. 
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Heart's joy I see thee, as when girt around 

Thy soul shall stand in mantle of delight 
Studded with gems, and trailing garments bound 

With stellar flame, and full orbed stars of night 
And from thy radiant brow shall stream abroad 

Such shafts of light, 'neath diadem of love : 
And there shall be where thy white feet have trod, 

A trail of glory blazed to world above. 
Thy hands outstretched, shall scatter far and wide, 

Largesse and joy to grief-engirdled ones : 
Thy smiles, inharnessed with thy words shall ride, 

Thine eyes with love shall glow like new-born suns. 
And cherubed stars shall sink with soft amaze, 

To add to thine the tribute of their rays. 
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And diapasoned chords of earth and heaven 

In sweet harmonics shall thy glories praise : 
While ravished moon on upward path at ev*n, 

Shall rest her steps, and on thy splendour gaze. 
And those who dwell in places far removed 

Shall turn their eyes with rapture to the sight. 
When each to each in hushed tones hath proved 

A constellation new in upward flight. 
They'll seek in vain to find whence comes this star, 

What orbit hath its vivid glories flung 
In leaping joy, from beaten path afar, 

Whence this majestic constellation sprung ? 
And livVied clouds, in glowing garments clad, 

Shall clap their hands in thunders loud and glad. 
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O Love, to thee my thoughts in rapture flow 

Like torrents deep adown the melting hills : 
Or sluices of dissolving spring which go 

Now hither, thither, in soft murmuring rills. 
The earth is dumb, when words of love I'd find, 

The vaulted sky in silent wonder stands. 
Immortal sheaves of song I seek to bind 

For thy dear soul, and lay within thine hands. 
The tribute of the East and West I'd bring, 

Of height, and depth, and breadth of cosmic world, 
Of North and South, before thy feet I'd fling, 

With banners of thine allies all unfurled, 
And thou supreme wouldst stand, in circle bound 

Of flaming love ; — my soul would thee surround. 
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I'd scale the airy peaks of highest mount, 

And gather treasures that no eye hath seen : 
The gems of earth and sea, no tongue could count, 

I'd shower down as to thy side I lean. 
I'd pave thy every path with splintered gems, 

Smooth polished for the blossom of thy feet : 
And dew-kissed roses, bending on their stems, 

Like swinging censors, would thy presence greet. 
The saps which through their channels softly course, 

Pd gather from the heart of flowers rare : 
And milky juice from lilies I would force, 

To quaff with thee, in jewelled vessel fair. 
The branches of my love to thee Pd swing, 

Where climbing tendrils, of thy soul would cling. 
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Hast ever seen the canopy of Queen, 

(Tented on sands, on Eastern travel bent ?) 
Rich hangings rare, and veils which float between 

Like lotus blooms, give forth their perfumed scent. 
And dreamy rays of golden gazing sun 

Fall softly on each white and glistening side 
In orange flames, till by his kisses won, 

She stands arrayed, like fairest vestured bride. 
The garments of thy soul, Beloved, are 

Like tented vesture of that hidden Queen : 
Thy moon-like beauty pales each radiant star, 

When tent is folded, and thy lustre seen. 
A picture rare, thy setting soon shall be, 

All worthy of the hand which fashioned thee. 



H* 
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In stature thou shaft rise above the earth, 

Thy crowned head shall strike the dome of heav'n : 
Thine arms shall compass in their new found birth, 

The stellar lakes which float about at ev'n. 
Thy feet upon the mountain tops shall stand, 

The ocean's depths like briny cup of tears, 
Shall flow within the hollow of thy hand, 

And Time shall hoary grow in thy young years. 
The trailing garments of thy flaming soul, 

In murmurs soft shall ripple o'er the world, 
As infant waves upon their sandy goal 

Like em'rald blossoms float, with leaves uncurled. 
Thy torch shall flood with light the dreaming earth, 

Till slumb'ring souls awake in joyous birth. 
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Were I the god of lightning, I would flash 

In fiery links of light around thy brow, 
And 'neath thy feet in wheeling circles dash 

Like chariots with golden axle bough. 
Were I the god of wind, Pd bear thee on 

With wings outstretched o'er distance far and deep : 
The zephyrs of my breath at early dawn, 

Would through the lattice of thine eyelids creep, 
And lifting these, reveal such suns to view, 

That Star of day would claim glad kinship there, 
And stealing light from their celestial blue, 

Would deck the world in garments new and rare. 
Were I the god who rules the leaping sea, 

Its treasures vast and deep Pd bring to thee. 
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Farewell, Beloved ? Nay, not that sad word : 

For no farewell shall fall 'tween thee and me. 
My soul its garlands round thy soul doth gird, 

And with each fibre binds thee close to me. 
Each night I hold thy spirit in mine arms, 

And draw thy lips in rapture pure to mine : 
I still within thy breast its vague alarms, 

Within mine eyes unfathomed love doth shine. 
Each day I walk beside thee all unseen, 

And zone thy form with budding song around, 
The veil which softly falls in folds between 

Doth thinner grow, and now is pierced with sound, 
Which falls upon thine ears like pealing bells : 

Their silvery tones our union glad foretells. 
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O goodli'st love, the broken link between 

Thy soul and mine, at last in chain is wrought, 
Though long discerned, by earth eyes all unseen 

With tears and woe, the molten gold was fraught. 
Ah, long years past, when thou so chidedst me 

For life misspent in throes of wasting pain, 
And bade me yield ' a sapling from my tree ' 

I knew not then, my loss would be thy gain. 
Beloved now, thou holdst the long sought key 

And 'tween the lines thou readst a twice-told tale 
Of lovely import : turn thine eyes to me, 

Dark-vestured eyes : behold I rend the veil. 
The mystery of love lies in this song 

Inveiled, inwrapped and hid from passing throng. 
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Ah, none can know what union is but those 

Who wrenched from their own roots, disabled lie, 
As bruised lily falls, or trodden rose 

By ruthless hand is cast aside to die. 
As suckling babe upon a mother's breast, 

By mailed hands is plucked and cast aside, 
Its shriek of pain by cruel blows suppressed, 

While quivVing sobs in sudden silence died. 
As mandrake from its root with anguished cry 

Is rent asunder, so my soul and thine 
Have parted been : but each to each now fly : 

As steel to magnet, draws thy soul to mine. 
I am to thee what light is to the air, 

When her vibrations quicken, light is there. 
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Upon the mountain top which leaps aloft, 

And rears its stately head through distant sky : 
There wrapped around in mantle pure and soft, 

One radiant flow'r doth ever waiting lie. 
But only he may pluck the lily's heart, 

Who, girt around with silence and with might, 
Treads that steep path which holds its way apart, 

And lions slay, which guard its fearful height. 
And deep within the heart of that white flow'r, 

One liquid drop is locked from carnal eyes : 
To him who quaffs this drop, mysterious power 

Doth flow around : a god he doth arise. 
Beloved Love, stretch up thine hand and take 

This liquid drop, and all thy thirst now slake. 
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I come, Beloved : lo, I faint, I fall 

In bliss, nor word, nor language can portray. 
With soft exultant laugh, to my glad call 

Thou dost respond, and winged speed thy way. 
Yea, winged with love, and diademed with joy, 

How long hast waited for this purple draught : 
What bitter cups from vessels of alloy, 

Thy thirsty soul with shudd'ring lips hath quaffed ! 
When through thy veins this golden liquid pours — 

When on thy heart its crystal waters flow — 
When loosed and free thy captive soul upsoars — 

The zenith of all happiness thou'lt know. 
And in thy hand, the universal key 

Of love and knowledge placed then shall be. 
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And choired hosts shall cease their happy strains, 

And cherubed stars in bosom of the night, 
And seraphs fleeting o'er celestial plains, 

Shall lean and look in tremulous delight 
The sun shall veil his face with fleecy cloud, 

The suVry moon with rapture pale shall grow, 
The elements shall burst in paeans loud, 

And fiery pennons forth, shall flaunting throw : 
And birds, and trees, and flow*rs shall wake with 

joy, 

To deck themselves in glories rich and new : 
And Nature shall her dexfrous hands employ 

The enVrald robes of earth with gems to strew, 
When thou and I again are twain in one, 

The circle passed, and endless wand'rings done. 
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And when our soul supernal walks in light, 

The twain in one, embodied by the Word : 
The White Fire — Soul, and Love in virgin might, 

The majesty of God our form shall gird. 
Upon our breast the soul of Him shall shine, 

In dazzling sun, which blots all darkness out : 
And round our brow His glory shall entwine, 

In lambent flames which garment us about. 
Of ether born, yet radiant with life, 79- 

A pulsing, leaping, changing, lustrous fire : 
A flaming soul, with love encircled wife, 

God's opal we, which pales in white desire. 
Upon His heart, our lustre there shall glow, 

And of our union, none but He shall know. 



